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were passages that should raise hair on any British Jury.
Between 4C Canthar " and this play, he felt as if he had a
complete answer to any claim by the young woman and
her set to having * morals about them.' Old professional
instincts were rising within him. He had retained Sir
James Foskisson, K.C., not because he admired him
personally, but because if he didn't, the other side might.
As junior he was employing very young Nicholas Forsyte ;
he had no great opinion of him, but it was as well to keep
the matter in the family, especially if it wasn't to come
into Court.
A conversation with Fleur that evening contributed to
his intention that it should not.
" What's happened to that young American ? " he said.
Fleur smiled acidly. " Francis Wilmot ? Oh! he's
* fallen for ' Marjorie Ferrar."
" ' Fallen for her' ? " said Soames. " What an ex-
pression ! "
" Yes, dear ;  it's American."
" ' For ' her ?    It means nothing, so far as I can see."
" Let's hope not, for his sake ! She's going to marry
Sir Alexander MacGown, I'm told."
" Oh ! "
" Did Michael tell you that he hit him on the nose ? "
" Which—who ? " said Soames testily. " Whose nose ? "
" MacGown's, dear ;  and it bled like anything."
" Why on earth did he do that ? "
" Didn't you read his speech about Michael ? "
" Oh ! " said Soames. " Parliamentary fuss—that's
nothing. They're always behaving like schoolboys, there.
And so she's going to marry him. Has he been putting
her up to all this ? "
" No ;  she's been putting him."
Soames discounted the information with a sniff;   he

